WATER  UNDER  THE  BRIDGES
King would give me an audience if I left for Bled that night. I was
not popular with some of those who surrounded the King, who
thought that I sometimes told his Majesty more than they 'esteemed to
be good for a dictator's ears. Though very restricted in King
Alexander's case, I believe that is one of the disadvantages from which
all dictators suffer. Forced by circumstances to be very strictly
guarded, they are at the mercy of their entourage and particularly of
their secret police, who are very favourably placed either to'keep the
real truth from their master or to invent untruths for his consumption,
as suits them best.
A few years later I discovered that this was particularly the case so
far as Hitler was concerned, not only in respect of internal but also of
foreign affairs, since he knew no language but his own, and could
consequently read no newspapers except the strictly censored German
ones. He read, it is true, vast quantities of German-translated extracts
from the foreign Press, but they were of course only those which his
immediate entourage selected for him. In internal matters he was
equally dependent for information either on the caprice of Himmler's
Gestapo, whose agents surrounded him in flocks whenever he emerged
from his mountain fastness at Berchtesgaden, or on that of Goebbels*
censorship, which decided what home news should be published in the
German Press. Long before I left Germany I used to think that there
was probably no one in Europe less well informed than Hitler of the
true state of affairs both inside and outside Germany, By that I mean
that he heard or learnt only one side of every question, which in the
event was that side which the Nazi War Party in Germany wanted
him to know.
As it happens, when I telephoned that September morning of 1934
to the Palace I spoke to one of the household who, as I was aware,
particularly disliked my intimacy with King Alexander. He could not
refuse to submit my request to his Majesty, but when I received his
answer a few hours later it was a curt message in French, "Vous
pouvez aller a Bled" (you can go to Bled)—that and nothing more.
That was, however, all that I required, and I merely replied that
I would be leaving by the night train. I telegraphed to the hotel at
Bled to reserve accommodation there for me for one night, but when
I reached that station the next morning I found a royal car awaiting
me and an equerry who told me that arrangements had been made for
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